THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

thin, stooping, silent and already bald, who was kept by Princess
Tozzi.

The moon, a bright June moon, lit up the facades of the Place
Vendome and turned the bronze column green.

"Don't let's part yet," said Lartois. "Why don't we go and have a
last drink in Montmartre?"

"What you, a member of the Academic Fran^aise, in a night-club?"
cried Madame fiterlin.

"And why not?" replied Lartois laughing. "That's life! Contrast,
my dear! To hell with convention! For the last two years I've been
watching my step because of the damned election! Now I've got a
right to start doing what I please again."

"Bravo!" cried Princess Tozzi. "Let's go to the Garnaval! It's the
best night-club in Paris!"

Then, taking her aside, Michel Neudecker, who had already been
showing signs of impatience, spoke for the first time in two hours. In
the low, angry, agonized voice of the intoxicated, he made a scene. He
wanted to go home.

"We shall only stay a quarter of an hour. You can surely wait an-
other quarter of an hour, can't you?" whispered Princess Tozzi.

" I know those quarters of an hour, they're death to me," said Neu-
decker staring straight before him. "You enjoy making me suffer."

Nevertheless he got into the car.

x

Simon had no experience of night-clubs. He had only been to a night-club
about twice before, and had not cared for it much. But he had done him-
self pretty well at Lartois's dinner. The long room of the Garnaval, filled
with a thick blue cloud of smoke, pleased him; he watched the couples
dancing, talked and laughed with Princess Tozzi as if she were an old
friend; the little icy bubbles of the champagne melted away in his
throat, glass after glass, and the music helped to make him feel happy.
"That's how it is," he thought, "night-clubs make for friendliness, break
down conventional barriers. There's a certain freedom of atmo-
sphere. ..."

He now felt only very slightly annoyed with Marie-Helene fiterlin
for the retrospective sentimentality she had displayed during the after-
noon, and for the way she had transformed Lartois's inauguration into
personal commemoration of her liaison with Jean de La Monnerie.

He was not aware of the precise instant that his sense of reality
suddenly changed, the instant that the universe seemed to alter in
density. It was the moment when Lucien Maublanc, already drunk,
came and sat at their table between the illustrious physician and
Princess Tozzi. Maublanc rarely had the luck to meet friends of his
own generation in a night-club.